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Author's Notes: 
Special Disclaimer -| own nothing with Boston or the song "A Man I'll Never Be" -but | do think we've all felt 
that way at some point with somebody. 


| thought the song seemed relevant enough. Enjoy the feels. 


Oh God, I'm sick and tired of this.. 


| had to hear from my old man again, and once again, | got the same old run down from him every time. All 


the time. Because when he's not here physically, he's always in my head, and he'll never shut up. 


| have two things. A bottle, and music. My hands are shaking so badly | can't play my Les Paul, so my only 


option is the bottle, and an old record to drown it out. 


Boston's Don't Look Back record. The one that has that song Sav raved about while drunk in our earlier days, 
thinking this one song on the record was on their debut album, and losing the bet, because he couldn't get it 


straight that it was on Don't Look Back while hammered. 
That song, A Man I'll Never Be. Heh, just like what | am to my father. 


If | said what's on my mind, 
Youd turn and walk away, 


Disappearing way back in your dreams. 


Already, this song is too relevant. Whenever my old man asks me what's going on, and what | have to say isn't 
whatever spectacular thing he wants to hear, he turns my back on me. If | ever came to him in insecurity, 
the same thing happened. He said | needed to toughen up and take control of myself, that | was weak. Maybe | 


am, | don't know. Whatever he wants me to be is obviously stronger than | am. 


Its so hard to be unkind, 
So easy just to say, 
That everything is just The way it seems. 


Yeah, that's true too.. I'm always told by everyone else how proud he is of me, but he never shows it. Instead, 
| only get his criticism. But, | can't confront him. He's already hard on me -I don't want to make him angry and 
have it get worse. I'm always having to tiptoe around him, pretend what he says doesn't upset me, and bow 


my head as if to nod in shame that everything critical he says about me is true. 


You look up at me 
And somewhere in your mind you see 


A man Hl never be. 


| don't know what he wants me to be, or what I've done wrong. | just know that, whatever it is, | can't be that. 


It's not me. | just wish he'd see that. 


F only | could find a way, 
ld feel lke Im the man you believe | am. 


Yes, Barrie Clark, maybe if | had the right mindset and build for it, | would have gotten a "real job" in a 
factory, or gone to school. But I'm not cut out for it. I'd have been miserable, because I'd have just not been 


as perfect as you'd wanted, and you'd still be mad at me then. 


[Fs getting harder every day for me 
To hide behind this dream you see, 


A man Hl never be. 


| feel my throat start to get tight and choked. It is, so hard. He doesn't see me, he sees what he wants to see, 
and because | can't match up to it, he gets more disappointed with me as time passes, and his insults get 


more painful. 


| cant get any stronger, 
And | can't climb any higher, 
You'll never know just how hard Ive tried 


Oh God, that line was the kick in the gut. Tears are now splashing down my face and onto the bottle that | 


raise to my lips intermittently, and a spasm of my diaphragm pulls a sob out. 


Cry a little longer, 
And hold a litte tighter, 
Emotions cant be satisfied 


Yeah, damn right they won't, because as soon as the drunken haze wears off, all the misery will be right back, 
and the crying just doesn’t get it out. I'm barely hanging on here, and I'm not sure how much tighter | can hold 


on. 


You look up at me, 
And somewhere in your mind you see, 
A man Hl never be. 


Part of me wishes as the guitar builds up to this forceful, musical punch in the gut with the main lead that | 
actually had the guts to tell my old man that he can stop being delusional -expecting me to be whatever it is 
he wants.. But my fear is he won't listen, and he'll still keep seeing this in me that I'm not. 


IF only | could find a way, 

ld feel lke Im the man you believe | am. 
[Fs getting harder every day for me 

To hide behind this dream you see, 


A man Hl never be. 


Now the guitar solo takes over, Tom Scholz and his crying guitar that smoothly wails with thick harmonies 
that are almost violin like. Maybe my old man wanted me to be like Tom -and have that smooth, classical 
sound that | still have from the influence of those classical lessons | was done with the second | discovered 
Jimmy Page, my hero, but to also be the technical genius that Tom is. Its just not my strength -it's why we 
have Phil, and it's why neither Phil or | can stand alone in the co-lead guitar position But try telling my old 
man that. I'm sure he's impressed with Tom Scholz graduating from MIT and having all the skill and brains 
behind his music. Not to mention, he's engineered his own sound equipment and all. You know what, dad? I'm not 
Tom Scholz, and never will be, okay? He's great, but he's not me or Def Leppard! You probably don't care 
because he "went to school" and "got a real job" aside from playing in a band like you had wanted me too -but 
look at how all his bandmates with the exception of Brad Delp abandoned him before Third Stage was 


completed. Then where would | be? 


| can't get any stronger, 


And | can't climb any higher, 


You never know just how hard Ive tried 


| really have tried, you know? | really have. Pyromania was huge. | didn't even think we'd ever beat that when 
my old man still wasn't satisfied with what I'd done -still having nothing but criticism to tell me. And then 
there was Hysteria. Two years after the release it's still raging.. But | still haven't managed to achieve 
whatever it is he expects of me -and this time | know it's certain we can't do any better. We poured our guts 
out into Hysteria There was so much pain, not to mention what we went through, especially Rick. It's a miracle 


that Hysteria ever got made. | can't top it, and it's terrifying. 


Cry a little longer, 
And hold a litte tighter, 
Emotions can't be satisfied 


l'm so scared. It's haunting me everywhere | go -they say | should be happy if | go into the studio with them, 
or out and about town -because | won't have to be around him. But he *is* there -in my head, scolding me 
non-stop, telling me what a disappointment | am, and he won't ever shut up, because no amount of critical 
insults will ever sum up how much I've failed him by not being what he wants me to be, and nothing | can do 


will ever sum up just how worthless it makes me feel that | just can't get there.. 


You look up at me, 
And somewhere in your mind you still see, 


A man Hl never be. 


No matter what | do at this point -and | can't do anything more -he'll still see me as this foreign thing, and 
he'll still hate me for not living up to it. | keep trying to show him | care and love for him unconditionally, but 
he just can't reciprocate it.. Bloody hell, it just breaks my heart every day -and now I'm failing to hide it from 
the guys.. 


IF only | could find a way, 

ld feel lke Im the man you believe | am, 
And it gets harder every day for me. 

| cant keep hiding this feeling! 


Brad's last gut wrenching wail of the song grabs at my heart with ice cold fingers of sorrow, digging in with 


fingernails and drawing blood.. No, | can't keep hiding it either -nor can | take it any longer. 


Shaking violently with weakness, vision fuzzed out and warped as the haze is spreading, beginning to dull the 
nagging voices, | tip the bottle back, and gulp down the remaining alcohol in one go instead of going slow. It 
burns all through my insides as sobs shake me. Then, the burn fades, the light dims, the pain numbs, and 


sweet silence and unconsciousness overtakes me as the final piano line hits its last chord. 


